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there's not a girl on earth with such unselfish
devotion. There is no comparison, I tell you,
between the boy and the girl; I say again delib-
erately, you don't know what a great romantic
passion is or the high unselfishness of true love."

"You have put it with extraordinary ability,"
I said, "as of course I knew you would. I think
I can understand the charm of such companion-
ship; but only from the young boy's point of
view, not from yours. I can understand how
you have opened to him a new heaven and a
new earth, but what has he given you ? Nothing.
On the other hand any finely gifted girl would
have given you something. If you had really
touched her heart, you would have found in her
some instinctive tenderness, some proof of un-
selfish, exquisite devotion that would have made
your eyes prickle with a sense of inferiority.

"After all, the essence of love, the finest spirit
of that companionship you speak about, of the
sisterhood of soul, is that the other person
should quicken you, too; open to you new hori-
zons, discover new possibilities; and how could
your soldier boy help you in any way? He
brought you no new ideas, no new feelings, could
reveal no new thoughts to you. I can see no
romance, no growth of soul in such a connection.
But the girl is different from the man in all ways.
You have as much to learn from her as she has